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It was now that they played their last card, the most "humane**
of all—liquid fire. Against starving men whom they had not
dared to attack in the open, the Germans turned loose ma-
chine-guns, rifles, and grenades as the accompaniment to
long, vicious jets of liquid fire, directed at the American left
flank. It was the first direct attack. Men who were crazed by
hardship and danger of many days staggered from their fox-
holes, firing as they advanced to meet the flame-throwers.
The lone American machine-gun got into action at point-
blank range. The attack failed.
Late that night an American officer reported to Major
Whittlesey. He belonged to the 307^1 Infantry Regiment,
which had fought its way to the relief of the Lost Battalion.
The Germans had departed. Americans were now lying in the
woods on the right flank. Before morning, elements of the
3o8th Regiment had also arrived from the south, bringing
food and ammunition. The relief of the Lost Battalion was
accomplished.
Before noon of October 8th, 252 men, some sick and
wounded, all that remained alive of a gallant 700, filed out of
the ravine toward the south—toward proper care and rest.
One month to a day after the Whittlesey battalion began
the advance which ended so tragically, Pershing's army in the
Argonne had dislodged the Germans all along the line, and
the big retreat which carried the enemy into the Ardennes was
on. About one month later the Armistice had been signed and
the first Americans were on the Rhine.
It was the youthful, rosy-cheeked Major Fred W. Hackett
of Champlain, New York, who first led American troops
into the fortress city of Coblentz. I was on the train which on
December 8th carried 900 men of the 3^th Infantry Regiment
into the Rhineland city, affording its inhabitants an ample
view of the American uniform for the first time. The pop-

